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They rode along for some time in silence, stirrup to stirrup,
then Gregor asked :
" Are you thinking of going through Tatarsk ? "
" Wanting to see your people ? "
<e I'd like to visit them/'
" We may do. At the moment I'm thinking of turning
towards the Chira, to jolt and shake up the cossacks a
bit."
But the cossacks were not very willing to be " shaken
up." Gregor became convinced of that in his first few days
with the band. When they occupied a village or district
centre Fomin gave orders for a citizens' meeting to be held.
Usually he himself did the speaking, but sometimes Kaparin
took his place. They ordered the cossacks to arms, talked
of the ""burdens " which had been laid on grain growers
by the Soviet regime, of the " final ruin which will inevitably
result if the Soviet government isn't overthrown." Fomin
spoke not so grammatically and coherently as Kaparin,
but more expansively and in a language which the cossacks
understood. He usually ended his speech with set,
memorised phrases : ff From to-day on we free you from
grain requisitioning. Don't cart any more grain to the
collection points. It's time to stop feeding the communist
drones. They've grown fat on your grain, but that foreign
domination has ended. You are free people. Arm yourselves
and support our regime. Hurrah, cossacks I "
The cossacks stared down at the ground and were
morosely silent; but the women gave rein to their tongues.
Venomous questions and shouts came from their massed
ranks:
" Your regime sounds all right, but have you brought us
any soap ? "
" Where do you keep your government, in your
saddlebags ? "
" But whose grain are you living on ? "
" I suppose you'll be going from yard to yard to beg in
a minute ? "
"They've got swords! They'll start cutting off the
chickens' heads without asking permission ! "
" It's all very well telling us not to cart our grain. But
you're here to-day, and to-morrow there'll be no finding
you even with hounds, while we'll have to answer for it."
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